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CUB HUNTING. 


Stout Party (hunting by doctcr’s orders’. ‘‘Tz. ME, HUNTSMAN, IN THE EVENT OF Your Docs NOT KILLING ANY Foxxs THIS 
MORNING, WILL YOU GIVE THEM ANYTHING TO EAT WHEN THEY GET HOME!” 








steps of the carriage, and find myself in a sooty, Gothic railway 
ABROAD IN THE AUTUMN. station. That is the last straw. Fifteen hours’ journey, slum- 
En Route,—On board the Ostend boat. Talk to two plump) bers broken by bangs and whistles, and by a German who shares | 
Prussians, probably tradesmen. Polite Prussians, as om | my compartment from Cologne to Wiirzburg (going to bed at 
They have crossed from Ostend for the day, and have spent four midnight and getting up at five), fatigue, rain, gloom, factory 
hours in Dover. But they have seen enough to be able to point chimneys, fog--one could stand them all, but the sooty Gothic 
out to me various ridiculous features of English life. The soldiers | railway station at eight in the morning unnerves one completely. 
wear their caps on one side, and carry walking-sticks. Wunder-| The bravest might weep. Repress a rising sob, and hurry down 
har! Foreign money is not accepted in England. The streets of into the crypt, or whatever they call it. Is it here that they 
Dover are very narrow. Schrecklich! The weather is bad, the| bury the defunct Kisenbahndirektor? Impossible to say. It 
sky is grey, &e., &c. Also the German army is the finest in the | looks like it. Hurry along, and get rapidly up the steps into the 
world. Ja wohl! north aisle, and out into the churchyard. Ah, there is an omni- 
Ostend is getting empty. It is chilly and mournful. One can| bus, which is not Gothic! It carries me quickly away 
imagine the feelings of the last visitor left in the place at the| Arrive at the hotel. It is an old building. Follow a waiter 
end of September, after the last bather has bathed, the last | upstairs, round a corner, along a passage, up a winding staircase, 
child has been dragged from his playground on the sand, and the | round another corner, and along another passage. He opens 4 
last locataire has been blown out of tke last occupied verandah. | door. Perceive a dim obscurity. Enter, feeling my way. At 
Iam glad to leave, to avoid such a fate. an in charge of | last make out in the gloom that it is a rather large room, with a 
hotel omnibus looks like a German. Am wondering what lan-| very small window, facing the North, the walls being covered 
guage, or languages, he speaks least unintelligibly, when he asks, | with a paper as nearly black as possible. What little light might 
“Tous alle: & Nuremberg, Monsieur?” Ah, that’s all right.|have struggled in at the window is kept out by a black mass 
He speaks French. “You go by the Vienna express,” he re- | opposite—a sooty, fortified building, rising high above the hotel 
marks, on arriving at the station. Oh, well, if he likes to talk in| I seem to rec ise it. Of course! It is the tower of our Law 
English, that will do. So change to English. “Dies ist auch | Courts. I shall never get away from them. : 
Ihr Gepick?” he asks in the luggage office. Can’t stand that. | Go out to see the town. It is still raining steadily. A morn- 
Both of us can’t speak three languages at once. Twice three|ing fora museum, Bazpeker would say. So go to the Germanic 
seems like six. Must stick to one. Gently intimate this to him,| Museum. Whichever way I go, I get into a dim, draughty 
suggesting French, as we are in Belgium. The poor man is | corridor, lined with plaster casts of effigies from tombs. to 
utterly confused. He is very obliging, he wishes to be polite, | are bad enough, but plaster casts of them are worse. The whole 
he tries to do his best, but he is worse than ever. “Je vous| museum is damp and drauchty. No doubt by some order of the 
apporterai votre Gepiick,” says he, “into the Schlafwagen.” 1) police—an ortspolizeiliche Vorschrift—the windows are kept open 
enter the station, I find the train, and soon after the linguistic | until some fixed date, perhans the last day of summer, accorc he 
genius follows me. “ Hier ist le petit sac de voyage,” he re- to the calendar. On this damp, chilly, Novem ber-like day t 
marks, with a pleasant smile, “I put him dans le Zug.” Which | place suggests colds, neuralgia and toothache. Toothache ! me 
he does. As the train starts he takes off his cap and says, “ Merci country where a “Tooth-physician” operates in a 9 
hen, Monsieur, gliickliche Reise, good-bye, Mister.” |studio”! No, thank you! So go back to the shelter of th 
Nuremberg.—Kight o’clock i the morning, steady rain, leaden | hotel. Dinner at one, or even at a } aH r 








sky, factory chimneys, fog. I scramble down the wet, slippery | than that. 
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THE FORLORN HOPE. 


Women ARE WANTED (tN Canapa) AS SERVANTS OR Hers, AND 
* H u—wetr——I ‘Li psx ir!” 





Tabitha (reading to herself from “* Times,” September 22). * ‘ 
THEY "RE ALSO WANTED As WIVES. 
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a — Mr. Sporrin’s vieIt TO THE HIGHLANDS, HE FOUND A DIFFICULTY IN APPROACHING HIs GAME—8O INVENTED A METHOD 
PLIFYING MATTERS, His ‘‘ MAKE-UP,” HOWEVER, WAS SO REALISTIC, THAT 1HE JEALOUS OLD STAG FEARLY FINISHED HIM ! 








THE MORE THE MERRIER! 
(Extracts from the Private Ccrrespondence of a Hostrss.) 


[‘‘ The custom of issuing formal invitations for one’s parties was given up 
by many of the best hostesses last ecason.”—A Ladies’ Journal, Sept. 21.} 


I. 

.... AnpI think it’s a really splendid idea, Ernet, and 1 
mean to act on it at once. If it proved successful in London, it 
ought to answer still better here at Dullington, where we know 
overyone. It will save heaps of trouble; sending out cards does 
take up so much time. So, as I mean to have a garden-party on 
Monday week, instead of writing invitations, I’ve just sent a 
paragraph to the Dullington Sentinel, saying that I shall be at 
home to my friends on that day. Of course this plan makes 
provisioning rather difficult; I must take care that there is 
enough to eat. 

IL. 

There was quite enough to eat, Erner! Just fancy, I had pro- 
vided tea for about a hundred people, and only Mrs. Sur.eicn 
and Miss Sritrrre came—not a soul besides! Wasn’t it pro- 
voking? And it was so awkward, because the SurLercHs happen 
not to be on speaking terms with Miss Spirrine just now, 

Ill. 

I’m more annoyed than I can tell you! Lord Firzacnes 
accepted a special invitation in the kindest way, and turned up 
quite punctually. But, just as we were sitting down to dinner, 
there was a ring at the front door, and in walked that odious 
Mr. Bounpersy, accompanied by his wife, two sons, and three 
daughters. When I gazed at them in blank astonishment Mr. 
Bounpersy said that they’d heard about my new plan of not 
sending out invitations, and, finding that Lord Frrzacres was 
coming over to dine, they ’d settled to join our party! I was 
furious, Erg, but what could I do? en I said that my plan 
didn’t apply to Se. all the Bounpgersys roared wit 
laughter, and pre to treat it as a joke. Of course there 
wasn’t enough dinner—though there was enough to drink, too 
much, indeed, for Mr. Bounpersy. After dinner he slapped 





Uncle hard on the back (you know how particular he is!) and 





addressed him repeatedly as “old cock!” Naturally Uncle was 


disgusted, and remarked audibly that Jack seemed to have picked 
up some very queer friends. Finally, Jack lost his temper, as 
well he might, and informed the Bounpersys that, though we 
weren't going to send out invitations for our next garden-party, 
they might consider themselves specially invited—to stop away. 
Mr. Bounpersy used horrid language, and muttered somethin 

about “paying us out,” but he took himself and his family off, 
which was the great thing. But it was a most dreadful evening, 

lV. 

Ernet, I’m not going to try my plan any longer, and when 
you ’ve heard about my second garden-party, you won't be sur- 
prised. At first all seemed well, about eighty guests had come, 
including some of the smartest people in the county. I was re- 
ceiving them in the hall, when, to my amazement, Horkines 
suddenly announced “The Ancient and Undivided Order of 
Hippopotamuses!” I thought he had suddenly taken leave of bis 
senses, and rushed to the front-door where he was standing—and 
beheld a crowd of about two hundred labourers, dressed out in 
red sashes, waving flags, and headed by a brass band! Before I 
had time to ask what in the world they were doing, their leader 
came forward and delivered a speech. He said that he and his 
“brethren ” admired my democratic spirit, and acted on my ‘int 
in the spirit in which it was offered. They had been doubtful 
where to hold their annual beanfeast, but Mr. Bounpersy had 
explained my new plan to them, and had told them that I should 
be delighted to see them all at my ge em He added that 
the “ brethren” took it kind of me, and woul be yeene to drink 
my ’ealth! As Jack is a member of the Parish Council, we 
couldn’t afford to offend them ; besides, I don’t think they would 
have gone if we had told them to. And, so my dear Ernet, they 
sta of till ten o’clock that night, by the end of which time they 

picked all the flowers and fruit in the garden, smashed six 
cucumber-frames, and trodden the lawn bare. Of course all my 


h | friends rushed off, and I expect none of them will ever come near 


in! Oh, why did I ever try this abominable plan? Thanks 
te i. Bouxpmsrs revenge, I am the laughing-stock of the 
whole county. Pity your unhappy friend, Erne, and be warned 
by her fate never to try these experiments. 
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“THE SPIRIT OF THE TIME SHALL LEND THEE SPEED.” 
(Sketch in a High Wind on the Sands.) 











SCHOOL-DAYS IN FRANCE, 
(4 Memory recalled by ‘‘ The Martian,”’) 


I nave been dipping into The Martian, and although somewhat 
daunted by the prefatory futilities of the supposed narrator, and 


perplexed by the planetary complexities of the story, I had to 
succumb eventually, as, indeed, who could fail to succumb, to 
the breezy and delightful charm of the real narrator, our lost 
friend, Grornce pu Maurier. The beautiful and versatile Barty 
Josselin, I confess, leaves me cold where the fascinating Trilby 


brought the tears to my eyes. It is the incidentals, the quaint 
and gossipy reminiscences, the flashes of insight that delight one 
here as in T'rilby. And the style is the same, the simple, un- 
affected style of a clever and engaging man of the world who, 
having lived a pleasant life amongst pleasant people, possesses 
in perfection the art of conversation on paper. But it is not of 
the story itself or even of its style that I propose to speak. The 
account of French school-life with which The Martian opens has 
aroused memories of certain school-days of my own that were 
passed in France, and it is on this subject that I have a few re- 
marks to make. 

Nearty thirty years ago it was my good fortune to spend 
some months, not at an expensive private school such as Mr. 
pu Mavrier’s Institution Brossard seems to have been, but 
at a large French Lycée, or public school. Although I was a 
small boy I had been at a big English school (they used to take 
us there at a very tender age), and I had, therefore, some ex- 
perience of the manners and customs prevailing arrong English 
schoolboys. I did not know a word of French, and I cannot 
say that my feelings were particularly joyous when early on a 
cold winter’s morning I found myself plumped down amongst 
some thirty-five little French boys, who formed the Huitiéme, 
or lowest class. Now supposing a little French boy had found 
himself amongst thirty-five little English boys, I doubt whether 
he would have received a very kindly treatment at their hands. 
Even a freshly-arrived little English boy has to suffer much 





from his school-fellows. They ask him if he has a sister, and 
what her name may be, and they receive his innocent answer 
with shouts of exultant derision. They ask him if his mother 
is fond of him, and receive with obdurate incredulity his affirma- 
tive answer. They make his life a burden to him if he wears 
an article of clothing that is not conformable to their ideas of 
correctness. They inquire as to the antecedents of his father, 
and express contempt if the parent’s calling does not i 
their views on social exigencies. I remember two very 
Exglish schoolboys in the wordy warfare which preceded a 
fight, each shouting alternate, and, no doubt, equally false, 
imputations on the other’s male parent. “ You’re the son of a 
butler,” said one, with withering scorn. “And you,” said the 
other, with a fine sense of repartee, “are the son of a stationer.” 
Then they proceeded to fisticuffs, and blacked one another’s eyes. 


For one ish boy to say to another, “ Your pater’s a cad,” is 
aa * last dread insult which immediately precedes 
bloo . 





Bur of this primitive, barbarous trait there was no trace 
umongst my French companions. The little English boy who 
had come amongst them was treated with the most delicate 
kindness and consideration. They all did their best to help 
him on, and as time passed, and he was able to recite his page 
or two from Frngton without a mi , and in a beautiful 
Béarnais accent (the Lycée, by the way, was at Pau), they 
showed as much pride in his achievement as they would have 
shown in any triumph of their own. The little boy who sat on 
my left was the son of one of the local gendarmes. He wore a 
blue blouse, confined round his waist by a leather belt. Tlie boy 
who sat on my right was the son of an épicier, and wore a dress 
which amon ish schoolboys, would have served as a red 
rag to a herd of bulls. But I never heard any of the other boys, 
and many of them were the sons of gentlefolk, and were well- 
dressed, make a single depreciatory remark to either of these 
two with reference to the status of his father or the fashion of 
his clothes. I can still remember my astonishment at the utter 
absence of chaff amongst these French boys. 


On the other hand, I must confess that on certain points of 
manners the behaviour of these boys left something to be desired. 
In the class-room they all t with a disgusting frequency and 
regularity. At the end of the morning there was a hateful pool 
on the floor at the feet of every boy. Organised games did not 
exist. Even the rounders, of which Mr. pu Maurier speaks, 
were unknown. In the play-ground, those boys who were not 
wandering about aimlessly or playing at horses, were always 
assiduously engaged at marbles. There were several English boys 
amongst us, and I remember that we tried to introduce cricket. 
But we failed miserably, chiefly, I think, owing to the size, shape, 
and weight of the two bats supplied to us by a local carpenter, 
who had endeavoured faithfully to base himself upon our descrip- 
tion of the implement. We gave up the attempt to describe the 
splice, and the bats we obtained were perfectly solid. 





Every English boy was credited with a complete knowledge 
of all the details of boxing. We were sup d to be blood- 
thirsty and terrible fighters, and no French boy of our own siz 
ever willingly engaged in an altercation, much less in a con- 
test, with one of us. I still seem to see one determined fight 
between two of our French companions. They rushed at one 
another with yells and shouts. Fovugve seized Duvat by both 
his ears, whilst Duvat clutched at Fovgun’s throat—he could 
not seize his hair because it was cropped. Then they began to 
shake and kick one another. Upon them thus shaking, cling- 
ing, and kicking came one of the masters, a Pole, of immense 
size and forbidding aspect. He seized them by their heads, tore 
them apart, and then closed his arms with a determined sweep. 
I can still hear the resounding collision of those two little bullet- 
heads. There was no further fighting on that day. 


We were day-boys—ezternes, and so far as I remember we had 
to be at school for the day’s work before 8 a.m. Sometimes we 
went to early school breakt: , which consisted “ape of a great 
chunk of bread and a bowl of coffee or cocoa. m came the 
mid-day meal, and at four o’clock a servant with a large basket 
went round the play-ground distributing more chunks of bread. 
This was called our goiter. Of the evening meal I can say 
nothing, because I never shared in it. Thursday and Sunday 
were whole holidays, and on those days we used to see the 
boarders (internes) dressed in their képis and their uniform coats 
parading two and two in a long and melancholy line under the eye 
of an usher. Still, we enj ourselves, as boys em. 
and our enjoyment reached ita height when a perfectly less 
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THE SKETCHING LESSON, 


It Is AN FXTRAORDINARY THING HOW THE ONLY SPOT WHERE ANYTHING OF A DECENT VIEW CAN BE OBTAINED, ALWAYS HAPPENS 
10 BE IN THE MIDDLE oF A RIVER OR MARSH, OR IN 8OME SPOT EQUALLY DIFFICULT OF ACCESS! 








rumour went abroad to the effect that the English boys had’ papers and execute variot : i 
aes themselves together in order to create a cowp d'état in < - ~ elie If possible ‘Socine anol Smeg yap teh 
rs school, and to commit I know not what atrocities on the un- for the artists to stand upon and use as a dinner-table or side- 
< ending } maeey Our well-known skill as boreurs added an board for pewter-pots. 
ement of terrortothis report. =»_—__ | 5. Engage a reliable charwoman (with or without assistant) to 
0 f ; | thoroughly purify the house after imploring the dustman to call 
One ot the English boys made a certain amount of progress | for the leavings of the late tenant. Mem.—These personages 
— his French, for after being at school three weeks he wrote | must be mollified with bottled beer at no regular but very ~~ 
ome the following letter : — | quent intervals. They are in nine cases out of ten in unholy 


Mon cuer Para,—Quand je vous ai vu pour la derniere fois, | alliance. 
| 6. Endeavour to get the latch-key, about which the diploma- 


vous avez dit a moi que lorsque je vous ecrirai tout seul une | - 
lettre francaise, vous voulez donné a moi dix francs, mais je | tist house-agents are as ignorant as the Emperor of China, they 
ne les attends pas pour cette lettre. Nous sommes tous dans effecting their entrance into the dwelling by some burglarious 
la plus bien santé et nous esperons que vous etes la meme chose. method th h the kitchen or scullery window. The late tenant 
Nous aimons le Lycée, mais nous n’aimons pas nous lever. Le has usually taken the key as a souvenir of his sojourn. 
pere du proviseur est mort hier, il avait cent ans. Je vous assure 7. Provide for the late tenant’s cat, which been left be- 
que j’ai ecrit moi meme cette lettre. Adieu, mon cher papa. hind, and refuses to quit the premises. 
Vorre Fis Crert. 8. During repairs be prepared to receive calls not only from all 
the local tradesmen, who have been forewarned of pour advent, 
but also greet with joy the rate, water, and gas collectors, who 











THE ETHICS OF HOUSE-CHANGE. — a pe pee -_ the pate ponent 
. 9. erawe t postal authorities representing your- 
(Bale laid down by Peregrine Nomad.\ self as a friend of their chief at St. Martin's le Grand, and con- 
l. Wuen taking a new domicile — the word of the land-/ strain them into not bombarding you with letters and circulars 
lord that the drains are in first-rate condition. | addressed to the late tenant. 


10. Make friends with the police of the neighbourhood, and 


2. Buy the fixtures of the late tenant at a price over and above | , 
or breakfast, with your female ser- 


that which would provide brand-new articles, such as venetian invite them to tea, supper, 
blinds, linoleum, stair-rods, and door-scrapers. | vants on arrival. 

3. Always warehouse your furniture while negotiations, con- | Mem.—By adopting this course you may perhaps prevent 
ducted on the Constantinople or Sultan principle, are going on tramps from “dossing” in your yet unoccupied chambers. A 
between yourself and the landlord; one, two, or even three bottle of Scotch or Irish whiskey placed in a convenient cup- 

i i i materially aids the researches of the constabulary. 





agents being the accredited diplomatists. _board f 
4. —s an experienced decorator, with customary assist-| 11. Lastly, if you only imhabit a convenient dog-kennel—~ 
| ante, and especially a boy with dirty hands, to hang new wall-' stick to it. 
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INCORRIGIBLE. 


Visitor, ‘“‘Weit, wy Man, I Expect IT MUST HAVE CosT You A LoT oF Money To 


‘An, AN’ If O1 CUD AFFooRD IT, O1'D HAVE IT VARWISHED Now!” 








PAINT your NosE THAT CoLovur!” 








SPORTIVE SONGS. 


A Cavulier having heard that h‘s Mistress has 
accused him of being ‘‘ so-and-so,” expostulat s 
with her. 


Tue leaves are turning very brown, 
The year is waning fast, 

The heather fades upon the down, 
The beechwood’s thick with mast, 

The acorns strew the golden glades 
Where bracken makes the glow ; 

The Winter’s coming, Autumn fades ; 
And we are—“ So-an.l-so.” 


Amid these trees with shedding leaves 
I yet can hear your voice, 

Fresh as the song the throstle weaves 
lo make mankind rejoice. 

I yet can trace the path you trod 
With fairiest of “ go.” 

Your dainty feet! It’s passing odd 
That we 20--”Seeates.* 


That little tiff! Did I begin 
The words that caused our strife ? 
If so, give me the cause of sin, 
And make me hate my life! 
The days of Spring cannot return, 
Those days we loved to know, 
Amid the fresh and fragrant fern ; 
But now we ’re—“ So-and-so.” 


I could not help my jealous eyes, 
Nor check my jealous tongue. 
Did you my love so much despise, 
That back my love you flung ? 


No! I would fain believe that you 
Are still my dearest foe ; 

That you know I am loyal, true, 
And not just—‘ So-and-so.” 








REGRETS EN ROUTE. 
(By our Blasé Co~tributor.) 


Txat I missed so many chances of doing 
something more or less novel on the con- 
tinent. 

That I did not try a cup of coffee on 
| Dover Pier before starting for Calais. 

That I avoided the smoke-room when | 
the steamboat passed through a choppy 
sea mid Channel. 

That I did not “declare” something to 
the douane, to see what would come of it. | 

That I did not stay a day at St. Pol, and 
then take the slow train to Boulogne, 
stopping an hour or so at each of the 
interim stations. 

That I did not go to a third-rate hotel 
on the wrong side of the Seine to find out 
what it was like. 

That I didn’t do the Bois de Boulogne 
in a fog. 

That I left Paris without seeing Pére- 
la-Chaise in a Scotch mist. 

That I did not ride a horse in Venice. 

That I a to spend a couple of 
days in the Catacombs in Rome. 








at I refused to picnic on the top of 
the Tower of Pisa under an umbrella. 





That I neglected to return to Marseilles 
by a cargo-boat. 

That I followed no system at Monte 
Carlo. 

That I went out in summer clothing at 
Nice. 

That I took the train up the Rhine in- 
stead of one of the lumbering steam-boats. 

That I overslept myself at the summit 
of the Rigi, instead of catching cold under 
a blanket. 

That I followed the system of Mark 
Tapley without attempting cheerfulness. 
Finally, that when I was in Japan, I did 
not save myself further boredom by per- | 
sonally patronising “the happy despatch.” 








A SUDDEN CHANGE. 
Fond Mother (to her Small Foy) :— 


My gentle pet! Not seven! 

Among the gifts of heaven 
Priceless I rank you! 

So strong! So gentle!! There! 
y sweet !! 





Let go my hair!! 
Or else—I'll spank you! 








Arr Econo. — The dail 
“Captain Lord Caartes BergsrorD has 
been premoted to be Admiral.” ‘‘ Admi- 
rable!” says Echo, which in this case is 
vox populi. | 


papers say, 
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A HOME QUESTION. | 


Generat Butz. “MY MEN ARE DOING SPLENDIDLY!!” 
Coronet Puncn (Head of the Intelligence Department). ‘‘YES, SIR, THEY ALWAYS DO. BUT—IS THE ‘FORWARD POLICY’ WORTH ALL THIS?” 
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IDYLL. 


_ Hemma, “On, ’ARRY, HAIN’T THIS ’EAVENLY ! 
SANDWICHES ALWAYS, WHEN WE ’RE MARRIED, WON'T YER !” 


You ’LL PROMISE TO GIVE mE ‘Am 
"Arry. “*'’Corsz I witt!” 





PAX A LA MODE. 


_ [Though we are the most peace-loving nation 
in the world, our army is almost always at war 
| somewhere.”"— Lord Wolseley at Glasgow.] 


_ Monday.—Must get on with my article. 
First line: “There is nothing like——” 
Of course! Interrupted just as I am in 
the mood. Took up my revolver and made 
a night of it. 

Tuesday.—Rather sharp fighting. Some- 
| thing more than an affair of outpost. How- 
| ever, came through it without a scratch. 
Promotion usually tardy; quick just now. 
Get back to my article—have my heart in 





the subject. “There is nothing like——” 
| Again! There go the bugles! In for it 
| until a 

_Wednesday.—Close shave yesterday. 
| Nearly hnocked over by that rush. 


However, came out of it all right. Now 
once more to that article—quite my view 
of the subject. “ There is nothiiee lhike——” 
Bang ! Same old game! Sabre and pistol! 
Well, it’s good fun! 

Thursday.— Yes; really precious hard 
work. Gave a good accdunt of them, for 
all that. Those star shells first-rate. 
Could see the beggars coming, and pot 
them. But must get back to my article. 
Pressed for time. No doubt about it. 

There is nothing like——” Provoking! 

re they go again! Believe the risings 
are subsidised by a rival isher! 

_Friday.—Lost a g number last 
night. Surgeons have their work cut out 





for them. Well, they will be better em- 
ployed than in drilling their orderlies. And 
now for my article. “There is nothing 
i Again they go! Bugles! An- 
other brush with the enemy! 

Saturday.—First-rate fighting yesterday. 
But now | will do my article. Everything 
ready. “There is nothing like——” Again! 
Shot and shell! Off we go! 

Sunday.—No fighting to-day. At least, 
there shouldn’t be. Now to my opinion, 
“There is nothing like ce.” Crash! 
Bang! Wanted again! «Mhere is nothi 
like .” Quite so, and to round it o 
haply, write it thus, “ There is nothing like 
peace——anywhere !” 





OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 


A riavovr of the peculiar humour of 
Dickens, and a spice of the melodramatic 

wer of Witxre CoLiins are to be found 
in W. W. Jacons’ two stories, The Skipper’s 
Wooing and The Brown Man’s Servant, 
respectively, bound ether in one book, 
recently published by Pearson, Ltd. The 
first of den is in the delightful vein of 
the same author’s Many Cargoes. But 
amusing as it is,—there are plenty of 
“laughs” in it, a rare quality in any author 
now-a-days,—it would have been con- 
siderably improved had it been less evi- 
dently spun out. The second story seems 
as if it had been originally’intended to be 
the exciting —« a startling romance 
which the author suddenly found him- 


self disinclined or unable to finish, Mr. 
Jacons should continue it, and give us the 
thrilling story of The Lost Diamond, or 
whatever title he liked to give the con- 
tinuation of the tale. Anyhow, every 
reader will, like the recipient of Sam 
Weller’s artistic love-letter, “ wish as there 
were more of it.” Tus Baron pz B.-W. 





KINGHORN AN’ LUNNON. 
(A Comparison.) 


Tue sichts we ’ve seen! The punds my wife 
Has spent instead o’ bankit! 

But eh! we're back in bonny Fife, 
Sae let the Lord be thankit! 

An’ Lunnon ? * Weel, ye ken, it’s gay 
An’ busy, nicht an’ morn, man, 

An’ there’s a pickle fouk—but eh! 
It’s no—it ’s no Kinghorn, man. 


Ye’ll wanner on, an’ on, an’ on, 
Through miles an’ miles o’ men, man, 
An’ yet in a’ the crood like yon 
There ’s a de’il a face ye’ll ken, man. 
Na! Lunnon’s oot the warl’, ye see, 
For look ye, I’ll be sworn, man, 
Sic unco thi could never be 
In ceevili Kinghorn, man. 


The shops? Ou, aye, there’s shops indeed, 
But faith, they ’re rale unhaundy : 
Ane keeps yer butter, ane yer breid, 
An’ yet a third yer braundy. 
Noo here, gin ye be wantin’ oucht, 
Boots, butcher’s meat or corn, man, 
Shag, bonnets, breeks, they ’!) a’ be boucht 
egither in Kinghorn, man. 


The fashions? Weel, ye ken, we saw 
A wheen o’ giddy hussies 

Paradin’ in their duddies braw 
Upon the cars an’ busses. 

But dinna think owre much o’ yon, 
For sure as I am born, man, 

For style, it’s no a patch upon 
Our floo’er show at Kinghorn, man, 


An’ then sic ignorance! Losh me, 
I’m feared ye’ll no can doot it, 
But nane kent whaur Kinghorn micht be, 
Nor onything aboot it. 
‘Tis awfu’! Yet ’twad seem to ca’ 
For peety mair than scorn, man, 
For mind ye, ’tisna gi’en to a’ 
To live aboot Kinghorn, man, 








Appition anp ConsrperaBLe SustTrac- 
TIion.—There is a very pleasant club at 
Earl’s Court in the gardens, known to most 
Londoners as The Old Welcome Club, 
within whose hospitable precincts the 
charms of Maitre Dan Goprrey’s band, 
making sweet music in a pavilion of the 
Earl’s Court Exhibition Gardens, can be 
thoroughly and calmly enjoyed. course, 
every rk ee is tne with c 
genuine old welcome. But supposing t 
letter “C” were prefixed!! What a dieu 
there would be! Imagine the delights of 
a “Cold Welcome Club!” Fancy what the 
“Strangers’ Room” in such a club would 
be like! And with what freezing politeness 
the members would one another! 
“The Icicles, or The Cold Welcome Club,” 
—that should be the title. Everyone 
wearing his hair 4 la cheveur de frees. 
“Chili” pickles only allowed at luncheon, 
and of course nothing but cold meats, 
birds, and vegetables. At 7.30 r.m., Club 
dinner joint, “The Cold Shoulder.” 





Tue Sort oy Frencn Leave we SHOULD 





APPRECIATE.—Leave us alone. 
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“Hi! WHIP BEHIND! 





“Yau! ‘E arn't cor nove!” 








THE NEW DRAMA AT OLD DRURY. 


7 First and foremost congratulations to Messrs. RaLzicn and 
HAMIL, authors, secondly, to Mr. Anraur CoLLins, Managing 
irector of Old Drury, and then to the company generally on the 
success, thoroughly deserved, of The White Heather. “Come 
heather! Come heather! Come heather!” and that the public 
pate tap —— invitation is evident from the crowded, almost 
i ae of the house, which is, nightly, quite a “con- 
The melodrama is remarkable for three things. First, its 
capital dialogue (wken not melodramatic) ; s:condly, for the ap- 
pearance of Mr. Henry Nevitie as a smiling villain of the 
yellowest-reddest dye; thirdly, for the excellent musical- 
histrionie assistance of Mr. Grover in the orchestra; and 
laatly, for the admirable acting of Mrs. Joun Woop, which is 
eyond all praise. Were all the iron-work machinery to collapse 
(as in fact one night it did, and the theatre had to be closed), 
the drama could + on, as its mainstay, its chief support, is 
Woop. Subtract Mrs. Jonn Woop, and pop goes this melo- 
drama. When Mrs. Woop, at the end of the Battersea Park 
scene, takes the heroine to her arms, to the intense delight of 
entire audience, and after seating her in her carriage, delivers a 
speech on the domestic virtue of woman, finishing up by an 
appeal to everyone as to “ what is the proper place for woman? 
and answering her own question by shouting to her coachman, 
Home!” there is universal cheering for the space of nearly 
two minutes, during which time “all mortal shapes are lost in 
gloom,” for the house is enveloped in cimmerian darkness, 
one only the shadowy form of the musical magician, Mr. 
win is faintly visible, as, baton in hand, he urges his wild 
demon orchestra, who are struggling, with all their powers of 
—_ and string, against the deafening applause that only sub- 
sides when the bright gas-light once again illumines the stage, 
showing a new scene, and the audience, hushed unwillingly into 
an expectant calm, find themselves gazing on the heavier 
nished, crimson-dyed abode of the supremely wicked nobleman, 





the scowling, smiling Nevittz, and prepare themselves for in- 





trigue that is to grow more and more diabolically interesting 
every minute. 

Alas! Poor Mr. Henry Nevitie, the once gay, chivalric, 
breezy cavalier! has it come to this? that, in becoming a wily 
aristocrat, he is forced to get himself severely, yet popularly, 
disliked by a Drury Lane audienee, within sound of the curtain- 
raising bell of the Olympic Theatre, where once he was cheered 
to the echo as the long-suffering ticket-of-leave man! And what 
a finish to a glorious career! To be attired in a diver’s dress, 
to have his mobile features and fiery eyes entirely hidden under 
a diver’s helmet about the size of a huge comic pantomime head, 
which has not even the stupidly fixed humorous (or otherwise) 
expression that a pantomime mask is condemned in perpetuity 
to wear, and thus attired he is let down into the depths (what a 
“let down” it is!), there to struggle with ropes, but with no lines 
to say, ty grope about in an aimless kind o way, to be attacked 
by another diving demon, his very counterpart, as humorously 
attired as himself, and finally to have his wind-pipe (that is, the 
pipe threugh which the wind is supplied to the diver) cut, and 
to fall without a last dying speech, without a word, without a 
curse, for no expression of bate or of any other sentiment can be 
sesn under that porpoise-like diver’s helmet! To think, too, that 
this melancholy end should raise just an audible titter among 
the audience, which might even swell into a uffaw were it not 
that the man in theféright place, ’yclept Mr. Grover, ener- 
getically comes to the rescue, and commanding a great banging, 
and boc ming, and whacking, and hurrying and scurrying up and 
down the octaves, drowns all other sounds, and gives to the 
expiring, and perspiring, Henry Neviise, a final blow, with, as 
it were, the big drum-stick, and there’s an end of the Wicked 
Nobleman ! 

How the boat which brought poor Henry Nevitie ascends 
Heavenwards (quite a wonder of the deop }) how, in another 
scene, “Boulter’s Lock” walks off bodily by itself; how the 
missing man is found by a reprobate white-haired solicitor ; how 
Miss Beatrice Lamp just escapes having a bey | good part as 
female villain, but is cruelly nipped in t bud by the authors, 
who found they had no more time to spare ; how nice Miss Partie 
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“GUNNING WITH A SMELL DOG.” 
(B. Jonathan, Esq., having missed a Hare, the Dog drops to the shot.) 


B. J. (scornfully). ‘‘Caun THat A coop Dawe! I RECKON HE 
Aln’T worta Canpy! Wuewn THE BEgast’s SITING, HE STANDS 
AND LOOKS AT HIM ; AND WHEN HE RUNS AWAY, HE LIES DOWN AND 
Looks at Mr!” 








Browne looks in a peculiarly unobtrusive white knickerbocker 
cycling-costume ; how self-effacing is the unfortunate heroine, 
Miss Kate Rorxe, w th not much to say and still less to do; how 
life-like is the Stock Exchange scene ; how supremely good is the 
very tall lover, Mr. Dawson Mitwarp, whose motto should be, 
“ Love me little, love me long”; how striking is the performance 
of the diving Myles-na-Coppaleen sort of t’other lover, Mr. 
Rosert Loraine ; how excellently played are all the minor parts, 
it is impossible, within these limits, to recount. But thinking 
over it, it is difficult to imagine what the fate of this melodrama 
might have been but for the vigorous, timely, and tunely assist- 
ance of Hand-and-Glover in the Orchestra, and the quite in- 
valuable services of Mrs. Woop on the stage. Everybody will 
flock to the Lane to see the Woop. 








SKETCHES IN LONDON. 
Il.—In My Lapy's CaamsBer, 


Mr, and Mrs. Witton have been married six years ; they are quite de- 
voted to ene another ; there are, however, two small clouds. on the 
matrimonial horizon. One is on Mr. Witton’s sid, a firful but 
determined predilection for occasionally pessina the ¢rea’er part of | 
the night in talking Socialism with a Fabian friend—a recreation to | 
which his wife entertains an unsurmouw able objection ; while, on the 
other hant, Mrs. Witton has a violent bul as yet ungratified desire 
to hold a stall at a Fancy Fair ; the one amusement against which 
Mr. WILTON has a@ roo’ed prejudice. The scene opens at three o'clock 
in the morning in Mrs. Wiuron’s Louis Seize bedroom. It is one of 
the occasions on which Mr. Witton has ignored her disapproval of 
his Socialistic views, Feigning a reverie, and, with what she calls 
bis ‘‘irri'atina absen® Glare,” he had fled, vaquely, to the house of 
the demovratic friend, She has sl-pt comfortably since 9°30, and on 
being awcke by the sownd cf the hall-door at three, she rises hastily, 
Sresh for the discussion, She is sevted om @ curved sofa, in a pink- 
flowered dressing-gown, her golden ha‘r in a plait tied with black 
ribbon, pretenting to knit something undecided for her little boy. By 
the rose-shaded light she wears an expression of holy, saint-like reviq- 
nation that is decidedly wnsuited to her rather babyish features. Mr. 
WILTON enters very softly in evening dress. He starts -n sreing her, 





regretting that he has put back his watch two hours on the chance of 


her being awake, when he notices her little Sevres clock ticking rather 
reproachfully on the table, side by side with a circular ebout the Home 
Sor Deserving Cats, and also a list of the Lady Patronesses -f the 
Bazar to be held, shortly, at the Vutoria Hall. Mr. Wittoy is 
abow! a year older than his wife, fair and boyish-looking. His name 
is Tozopore ; hers is MuRIEL. 


Theodore (with self-reproach concealed under assumed anger). 
Morrev! what on earth ten ou been doing ? 

Muriel (sweetly). Waiting for you, dear. As I couldn’t sleep, 
I thought it best to do a little work for Baby. 

Theodore (steeling himself). This is absurd—childish! How 
often have I requested you not to sit up? Go to bed at once! 
(He yawns.) 

Muriel. Oh, Tueopore! do you really think it worth while? 
Baby will expect me to play with him when he comes down at 
seven. And it is rather late—isn’t it ? 

Theodore (bursting into an explosion, prepared beforehand in 
case of a scene, with a view to obtaining his liberty once for all— 
but not waiting for his cue). There! That’s the way! That is 
how wives make their husbands wretched with these continual 
reproaches—— 

Muriel (apologetic). I beg your pardon, Tuzoporse. I thought 
it would seem rude not to notice you coming in. I really only 
said it was late out of politeness. 

Theodore. Then you carry your manners to excess. 

Muriel (in a self-denying tone). It doesn’t matter, my sitting 
up a little late. I knew you were happy. Besides, I should have 
had time to rest a little in the day before your mother’s dinner, 
if the CLaverine girls weren’t coming to lunch. . However, never 
mind, dear. If your mother says I’m pale, I can always say I 
have a hezdache—can’t I? 

Theedore (touched and disarmed, but determined to finish the 
explosion). You know, Murtiet, it is just that constant fault- 
finding, these scenes, that drive a man to prefer other hearths to 
his own. Takes flower out of his coat. 

Muriel (in surprised voice). Really! I thought you dined at 
Mr. Ratston’s; and I’m sure his hearth is perfectly hideous— 
the most horrible tiles, representing nursery rhymes. I can’t 
think why; perhaps because he’s a democrat, or vegetarian, or 
something. However, if you enjoyed it 

Theodore. I didn’t enjoy it. (Becoming suddenly apologetic, 
and losing ground.) I got into a discussion, dear. I’m sorry if 
I was late. (Pause.) Look here! You shall have those furs you 
wanted. Would you like them? 

Muriel. Oh! no. I couldn’t take them. Thank you very 
much, dear, all the same. I’m having my chinchilla done up. 

Theodore (rather relieved, mildly). Oh! you’d better have them. 

Muriel. Tueoporg, if you really want to please me—Lady 
GwWENDOLINE has wntten to me again about the bazaar—— 

Theodore (frowning). What bazaar? I never heard of it. 

Muriel (pathetically and appealingly). For the Home for De- 
serving Cats! They want me to hold a stall—a flower-stall. Do 
let me! Dear Toeoporse! 

Theodore (firmly). No! There I draw the line! I have always 
had a particular dislike to—to my wife going about begging 
people to buy from her—selling to strangers! Never! 

Muriel. But I wouldn’t, really—I wouldn’t sell a thing, dear! 
And it’s for such a good charity. I was brought up to be kind to 
animals, The whole thing is simply to amuse the cats. 

[A tear. THeoporE wavers. 

Theodore. And a fancy-dress, I suppose ? 

Muriel. Well, dear, everyone ’s going to wear them. And I’m 
afraid I should attract attention if I wore an ordinary dress. . I 
don’t think, myself, it ’s very wise to single oneself out for remark 
in that sort of way ina public place—do you? Mamma was always 
so particular about anything of that sort, so perhaps I’m over- 
sensitive about it. And it’s a~very simple little dress. Just a 
little skirt, you know. Notrain or anything showy. 

Theodore (tired). I disapprove strongly, Murret. 

Muriel (kissing him, delighted). Oh! thank you, dear! How 
sweet of you! It is so nice to feel one’s doing a little good in 
the world. Besides, of course I wouldn’t hold any stall but a 
flower-stall—that ’s so different. Lady Gwenpo.ine will be 
pleased. Dear Toeopore! And now, promise me never to go and 
talk socialism with Mr. Ratston again! ‘ 

Theodore (asleep). Never! I swear it! [Curtain. 








Pat’s Truz BreaxrasT CHRoNOMETER.—‘‘Sure, me stomach 
in the early morning is as good as a watch to me. I always know 
when it wants ‘ something to ate.’” 








Tue Cry or THe Cotontes.—York, you are wanted ! 
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